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were rushing past the south of Ireland the officer on
watch saw at a distance of a mile or two a sub-
marine suddenly emerge on the surface of the sea.
The officer expected every moment to be ordered
to stop; but, instead, the submarine dived down and
disappeared. The captain believed it was the war-
paint of the Scandinavian that made her look
like a war-vessel in misty weather that scared the
submarine and saved his ship, and the reason why
he kept us so long in the dark was because we had
a number of women and children on board and he
did not wish to create an unnecessary panic among
them.

Late one evening I had the first glimpse of the
New World and soon after we rounded Cape Race
and Cape Ray and entered the Gulf of St. Lawrence.
Next morning I happened to get up at about three
and went on deck to find we were anchored off
Quebec. The beautiful old city reposed peacefully
in deep slumber on one side while from the other
the first rays of the sun shot up radiantly above a
low ring of pale green hills. We were not allowed to
land as the immigration officials had not come on
deck. I thought I would have some trouble with
these autocratic individuals, but most unexpectedly
they said not a word when I told them I was a
tourist. Our steamer after landing the passengers
steamed up the St. Lawrence. A few minutes after
leaving Quebec we passed the historic Heights of
Abraham and were pointed out the spot where the
great little general of thirty-two late one evening in
September landed his 5000 men and won a continent